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One 


Author's Notes: 
There is something interesting about writing about them closer to now, although a few things may be 
inaccurate. This is set around 2012 when Axl did that "Jimmy Kimmel" interview, and Slash and his wife were 


still together then.please overlook these inaccuracies. It's fiction and liberties have to be taken, only because | 


don't know the whole truth or all the facts. 


| nuzzled the smooth, cool snake's head against my cheek and then held him up to admire him. Subdued yellows 
mixed with white, the sleek body. Snakes were so beautiful, but | held no misconceptions. | could love them, but 
they couldn't love me back. Gently, | returned him to his glassed in habitat. | glanced out the window at the 
pool, blue ripples in the yellow sunshine. My boys splashed around, calling out, yelling, dunking their heads under 
the water to emerge with soaked curls. Their mother left. We were done. 


| didn't miss her. Women were a lot of work and | was old, set in my ways, | couldn't contour my life to them 
anymore. Now that | was free of her my thoughts turned to seeing another one I'd thought | was done with 


years ago, a beautiful snake that | could love who would never be capable of loving me back. Axl. 


| sat outside by the pool, covered up mostly in a towel robe and a sunhat. It was the harsh truth of being a 
red head, the sun was toxic, but | loved it. | loved how it was always sunny here, unlike Indiana, dark with rain, 
dark with snow clouds. | watched Beta's kids splash around in the pool, calling to each other in Portuguese. It 
was a hard language, hard to pronounce. | could understand some of it now but my pronunciation was abysmal 


so | didn't even try. 


"Axl? You want coffee, some snacks?" Beta said, coming over with two cups of coffee and this twisted sweet 
Portuguese bread. | nodded at her and smiled, and she brushed my bangs off my forehead under my hat. Her 
touch was like a mother's, well, the mother | wished | had. | thought about my actual mother, dead now for so 


many years. 


She sat in the other chair at the poolside table and shaded her eyes to watch her kids, and then she looked at 
me just the same as she looked at them, and | could feel my cheeks getting red under the slight sunburn. | 
didn't know quite how it was that | got to have her and her kids around me, that | got to have a second 
chance at a family. My own family was a nightmare of beatings and lies, and once in a while | still had dreams 


about it. Of course | loved my sister and brother, our fucked up family wasn't their fault. 


| sipped the coffee and took a bite of the bread, the outside shiny and almost braided, the inside soft and 

warm and sweet. | watched the little sparkles of sunlight on the surface of the pool water, watched her kids 
splash and dunk under and emerge, their perfect tan skin beaded with water. They didn't think of me like "Axl 
Rose, Rock Star". | was just Axl to them, someone their mother loved like a son, someone with a goofy sense 


of humor, someone who had a lot of shit. 


This wasn't the family | thought I'd have, not way back in the 80's when | was finally free of my parents in 
Indiana, when | was the hottest piece of shit on MTV. | thought I'd marry Erin and have a bunch of kids and be 
the best father ever. Well, we did get married, and all we had was a million fights and a miscarriage and that 
was it. The marriage imploded, and then there was Stephanie, and we were engaged and we had Dylan and then 
it was all wrenched away. | was closed off to it now and had been for decades. Beta would say she was done 
with men and focused on her family, and | was like that, done with women, done with all that shit. | had Beta 


and her kids and it was enough. 


| had "Chinese Democracy" and was making my way through it. Axl's voice was still like a tape that was being 
eaten up but somehow in tune. A cat caught in a door. Oh God, that screech. Some of the songs reminded me 
of our early days out on the Strip, how he would dress like some cross between a girl, a stripper, and some 
drag queen, yet on him it almost worked. | remembered his arms lined with these little bracelets that all 
jangled together and his ears dripping with these hoop earrings and little fake diamonds. Oh man, that, the 
tattoos, the make-up, the cheekbones, the teased up hair. | smiled, a sad, choked up smile and | felt my eyes 


filling up with tears. To say | had wanted him in those years was an understatement. 


On a lot of the songs | heard things about Erin and Stephanie, mostly Stephanie, but some seemed to be about 
me. That made me happy in some small way. So it mattered to him when | left? Of course he blamed me, of 
course he did, and maybe some of it was my fault. | didn't know. But hadn't enough years passed that we could 
put it behind us? Would he be mad at me forever? Knowing Axl as well as | did back then | supposed he very 


well could be mad at me forever. 


| stood outside at twilight, the sky a darkening blue, and smoked a secret cigarette. I'd quit for a while but 
started up again, just a few here and there. It was hard to lay off it when it was always there, always ready 


at hand. | used to smoke like a fiend but no more, just a few a day. 


| liked how the palm trees looked against the perfect dark blue sky, like they were etched there, dark shapes. | 
inhaled deeply, like | used to. | closed my eyes and heard the snick of the door opening. 


"Axl," it was Beta saying my name with her accent, and | opened my eyes and stepped aside so she could join 
me. She lit one of her nasty South American cigarettes and inhaled. 


"You got a call from a show, a talk show called "The Jimmy Kimmel Show", they want you to go on this show 
for interview," she said, and | nodded, having no intention of doing it. | got calls like this all the time. 


She tilted her head and looked at me and | saw love in her eyes. Our relationship was kind of funny. She worked 
for me, actually. She managed certain things, she was the head of the housekeepers. She didn't do 
housekeeping, but she told them what to do and when. She organized things, she arranged things. That was all 
surface shit, that didn't really matter. She did those things becouse she wanted to. I'd let her and her kids live 
here for nothing, and she wouldn't have to do anything. | had people who cooked and cleaned, and other people 
could be manager and secretary. Our real relationship was that she was my mother, the mother | always 
should have had, the one | longed for all that time with my mom who had me as a teenager and never knew 
what to do. It affects you, man, when you're a fetus and everyone in your world wishes you had never been 
conceived for whatever reason. In my case the reason was my mother was lb and my father was an asshole, 
a criminal asshole who was gonna end up in jail or dead, which was exactly what he did. Unborn babies can 


sense this and it fucks you up. 


"You should do this interview," she said, her voice gentle but insistent. | tossed my cigarette into an empty 


coffee can and looked at her. 


"No," | said, looking away. Now the sky was dark. 


